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Sign N02 21, - of MACERATA. 


'F- Thee, the Child of Claſſic Plains, 
'The happier Hand of Nature gave 


Each Grace of Fancy's finer Strains, * 


Each Muſe that mourn'd o'er Maro's Grave. 


Nor yet the Harp that Horace Strung 
With many a charm of eaſy Art; 
Nor yet what ſweet Tibullus ſung, 
When Beauty bound Him to Het Heart; 
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=. Nor all chat. gentle PROVENCE Knew, 


It Where each Breeze hore ; a — 8. Sigh, 
| | When Petrarch's fiveet Perſilafion drew 
4 05 The tender woe ow Laura's Eye. 
|. © Nor aughtthat nobler Seienee feeks, 
li What'Fiuth, what Virtue muſt avoid, 


Nor aught the Voice of Nature fpeaks, 
El To Thee unknown, or unenjoy'd 2 


O wiſe beyond each: 8 Aim, 
That weds the Soul to this low Sphere, 


Fond to indulge the feeble Frame, 
That holds awhile her Priſoner here ! 
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Truſt Me, ty Friend, tliat Soul ſurvives 
df eber had” Muſe prophetic 8 | 
And when the £68 Hour arrives, 
That all her Faculties thatl. fill, 


Fit for fome nobler Frame the flies, | 
Afar to find a ſecond Birth, 

And, flouriſhing in fairer Skies, 
Forſakes her Nurſery of Earth. 


Oh! there, my Mozzi, to behold 
The Manthatmourn'dhis Country 'swrong, 
When the poor Exile left his Fold, 
* And feebly dragg'd his Goat along! 
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0 Plato's hallow d Breaſt ts lean, 
And catch that Ray of- heavenly Fire, - 
Which ſmooth'd a Tyrant's ſullen Mien, 
And bade the cruel Thought retire! 
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& POET? bd 
Amid thoſe Fairy-Fields to dwell 


Where Taſſo's favour'd Spirit ſaw 
What Numbers none, but his could tell, 


What Pencils none, but his could draw ! 


And oft at Eve, if Eve can be 
Beneath the Source of Glory's Smile, 
To range Elyſian Groves, and ſee 


That NIcHTLx VISIT ANT—-'ere while, 
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Who 
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Who, when He left immortal Choirs, | 

To mix with Milton's kindred Soul, 

The Labours of their Golden Lyres 
WMould ſteal, and? whiſper whence he ftole.” 
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Auſonian Bard, from my fond Ear 


By Seas and Mountains ſever'd long, 
If, Chance, theſe humble Strains to hear, 


You leave your more melodious Song, 


Whether, adventurous, you explore 
The Wilds of Apenninus' Brow, 
Or, muſing near Loretto's“ Shore, 
Smile piteous on the Pilgrim's Vow, 
9 Within a few Miles of Macerata. 


The 


Fil! [x] 

The Muſe's gentle Offering ſtil * 

Your Ear ſhali win, your Love ſhall-wooe; 
And theſe Spring- Flowers of Milton fill 

| The favour d Vales where firſt they grew. 
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For me, depriv'd of all that's dear, 
Each fair, fond Partner of my Life, 
Left with a lonely Oar o-Reer, 
Thro' the rode Storms of Mortal Strife ;--- 


. * 

| When Care, the Felon of my Days, 

| Expands his cold and gloomy wing, 
His Load when ftrong Afflicion lays 
On Hope, the Heart's elaſtic ſpring. 
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[ix ] 
For me what Solace yet remains, 
Save the ſweet Muſe's tender Lyre; 
Sooth'd by the Magick of her Strains, 
If, Chance, the Felon, Care, retire? 


Save the ſweet Muſe's tender Lyre, 
For me no Solace now remains! 

Yet ſhall the Felon, Care, retire ; 
Sooth'd by the Magic of her Strains. 
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Blagdon- Houſe, | 
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Milton's ITALIAN Pokus Tranſlated. 


E 


F Lady fair, whoſe honour'd Name is borne 
By that ſoft Vale where Rhyne ſo loves to ſtray, 
And ſees the tall Arch crown his wat'ry way! 
dure, happy He, tho' much the Muſe's Scorn, 

Too dull to die beneath thy Beauty's Ray, 

Who never felt that Spirit's charmed Sway, 


hich gentle Smiles, and gentle Deeds adorn, 


Tho' in thoſe Smiles are all Love 8 Arrogs worn, | 


Each radiant Virtus tho thoſe Deeds difplay [ 
ure, happy He who that et Voice ſhould hear 


Shut fond Attention from his cloſed Ear ; 
Who, piteous of himſelf, ſhould timely part, 
Ere Love had held long Empire in his Heart ! 


Mould the ſoft Speech, or {well the tuneful Strain, 


And, conſcious that his humble Vows were vain, 


8. O0 N. H. 
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SON. IL 
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$ o'er yon wild Hill, when the browner Ligh 
Of Evening falls, the Village-Maiden hies 
Iso fofter ſome fair Plant with kind Supplies 


Some Stranger Plant, that, yet in tender Plight, 
But feebly buds, ere Spring has open'd quite 
Ill) be ſoft Affections of ſerener ſkies. 

* 80 I, with ſuch like gentle Thought deviſe 

FT 12 s Stranger Tongue a cultivate with Care, 

All for the Sake of lovely Lady fair, WS 


And tune my Lays in Language little tried 
By ſuch as wont to Tamis' Banks repair, 
' Tamis' forſook for Arno's flowery Side, 


So wrgught Love's Will that ever ruleth wide! 
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a muſt I ſay, what ſtrange it ſeems to gh Li 
This Rebel Heart that Lovs hath held as nawpht, 
Or, haply, in his cunning Mazes caught, 

Would laugh, and let his Captive ſteal away ; 
This ſimple Heart hath now become his Prey. 
Yet hath no golden Trefs this Leſſon taught; 

Nor-Vermeil Cheek that ſhames the riſing Day: 

Oh! no- Has Beauty's moſt celeſtial iy; 


With Charms divine of ſovereign Sweetneſs fraught | 
The noble Mien, the Soul-diſſolving Air, 
The bright Arch bending o er the lucid eye, 
The Voice that, breathing Melody ſo rare, 
Might lead the toil'd Moon from the middle Sky [ 
Charles, when ſuch Miſchief arm'd this foreign fair, 


Small Chance had I to hope this n Heart ſhould fly. 
SON. IV. 


O N. W. 


x Ix Truth I feel my Sun in thoſe fair Eyes, 
So ſtrongly ſtrike they, like that powerful Ray, 
Which falls with all the Violence of Day 
On Lybia's Sands---and oft, as there, ariſe 


Hot waſting Vapours from the Source where lies 


My fecret Pain; yet, haply, thoſe may lay, 
Who talk Love's Language, theſe are only Sighs, 
That the ſoft Ardore of the Soul betray.* 


* The Concetti of the Italian in the Concluſion of this Son- 
net were ſo obſtinate, that it ſeemed ſcarce poſſible to reduce them 
into any reputable Form of Tranſlation. Such trifling Liberties 
as the Tranſlator ſhall appear to have taken with theſe Poems, 
muſt be imputed to a Deſire of getting over Blemiſhes of the 
ſame Kind, 
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Ax artleſs youth, who, ſimple in his Love, : 
Seem'd little hopeful from his Heart to fly, 
To thee that Heart, O Lady, nor deny 

The votive Gift, he brings; ſince that ſhall prove 

All Change and Fear and Falſity above, 

Of Manners that to gentle Deeds comply, 
And courteous Will, that never aſketh why ; 

Yet, mild as is the never wrathful Dove, 
Firmneſs it hath, and Fortitude to bear 

The Wrecks of N ature, or the Wrongs of Fate, 
From Envy far, and low-deſigning Care, 

And Hopes and Fears that vulgar Minds await, 

With the ſweet Muſe, and ſounding Lyre elate, 

And only weak, when Love had Entrance there. 
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2 AY Youths aul Frolic Damſele round me throng, 
And ſmiling ſay, Why, Shepherd, wilt thou write 


Thy Lays of Love adventurous to recite ' 
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In unknown Numbers and a foreign Tongue? 


Shepherd, if Hope hath ever wrought thee Wrong, 


Afar from, her and Fancy fairy Light 6 Git N. 
Retire---So they to ſport with me delight EYE. N 


And other Shores, they ſay, and other streams 
T hy Preſence wait; and {ſweeteſt Flowers that blow, 
Their ripening Blooms reſerve for thy fair Brow, 
Where Glory oon ſhall bear her brighteſt Beams; 
Thus they, and yet their Soothing little ſeems; 
If ſhe,” for whom I breathe the tender Vw 
Sing theſe ſoft Lays, and aſk the mutual Song, 


This is thy Language, Love, and I to thee belong | 
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